Thejirttpattof 

For I muft backc vnto the Court againe, * 

With all che fpcede I can : Harpoole, my horfe. 

L. Cob. So footie my Lord? what will you ride all night ? 
Cob. All night or day, it muft be fo fvveet wife ; 

V rge me not why, or what my bufinefle is. 

But get you in : Lord Powefle.beare with mce. 

And madam, thinke your welcome nere the worfe. 

My houfe is at your vfe. Harpoole, away. 

Har. Shall I attend your Lordfhip to the Court ? 

Cob. Yea fir, your Gelding, mount you preiencly. Exit 

La. Cob. I prethec Harpoole looke vnto thy Lord, 

I do not like this fodaine poafting backe. 

To. Some earneft bufinefle is a foote belike, 

What ere it be, pray God be his good guide. 

La.To. Amen,that hath fo highly vs befted. 

La.Cab. Come Madam & my Lord, weel hope the beft, 
Youlhall not into Wales till he returnc. 

P ow. Though great occafion bee' we ftiould depart, yet 
Madam will we flay to berefolu’d of this vnlooktfor doubt 
full accident. Exeunt 

Enter Aft Hr ley and bit men . prepared in fome filthy 
order for roar. 

UMwr. Come my hearts of flint, modeftly, decently, fo- 
berIy,&handiomly; no man afore his Leader.* follow your 
Mailer, your Captaine,your Knight that £halbe,for the ho- 
nour ofMedl-men, Millers, & Malt-men,dun is the moufe: 
Dicke and Tom for the credit of Dunftable,ding down the 
enemy to morrow. Y c fhall not come into the field like beg- 

S ars. Where be Leonard and Lawrence my two Loaders, 
ord haue mercy vpon vs, what a world is this ? I woulde 
giuc a couple of (hillings for a dozen of good Feathers for 
ye, and forty pence for as many fcarffes to fet ye out with- 
all. Froft and lnow, a man has no heart to fight till hee bee 
braue. 

Dicke. Mafler we are no babes, our towne fooc-bals can 

beare witnefle: this little parrellwchaiie (hall off, &wee’I 


: means 


Sir Iohtt qU-c 

fight naked before nee mind for that.for he 

° f A \Z bcand Leonard your twoloa- 
tolcaue his lifebehind f they haue wiucs, now 

‘Ktd'fcwblio, our good, if we 

webatchellersbt . ride vpon Cut. 

<jye .‘but mafter.pray ye Malt, fire and tow, lro(i 

y jlTar. Mcale and - me fee, hcere are you, 

and fnow,why Tom Cart, & Robin & Hodge 

William atad Gcor Sear mcn , h an dfome men, 

holdingtny owne two norles, p P 

tall men, true men. think** you arc a mad man, 

Dicke- But mafter.mafiej loa d G f money too. 

to hazard your ownc perf * fflattcr in*t; if it oe 

Tom. Yea, and m^r there ^ ^ lcmed bifhops, 

mafler dare you fight a ? g ”°n and out, to and fro vpon ecca- 
rlTwhat if ye ihould kill the King ? 

to fight for 

oUv^eiTcland for ^afJof gSpurs! 

my bofome, looke heere ^mad » P not pUt them 

Tom.h paire of golden ‘ ^ c f J r fpurs. 
onyouvhccles? your occafion, Lord haue mer- 

Mur. Be tmoreorleflevp ^ f pea kft treafon to 

cy vpon vs. Tom to art ’ gold or filuet fpurs till he be 

Kni°ht-hood: aare any w & , morrow & then they 
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